714.	A MODERN COMEDY
curiosity. All those great spiritual figures are curiosities.
Look at Tolstoi now, or Christ, for that matter ! "
" Fleur's rather right, Ely the."
" Blasphemy ! " said Mr. Blythe.
" I don't know, Blythe ; I've been looking at the gutters
lately, and I've come to the conclusion that they put a
stopper on Foggartism. Watch the children there, and
you'll see how attractive gutters are ! So long as a child
can have a gutter, he'll never leave it. And, mind you,
gutters are a great civilising influence. We have more
Butters here than any other country and more children
brought up in them ; and we're the most civilised people
in the world. This strike's going to prove that. There'll
be less bloodshed and more good humour than there could
be anywhere else ; all due to the gutter."
" Renegade ! " said Mr. Blythe.
" Well," said Michael, " Foggartism, like all religions, is
the over-expression of a home truth. We've been too
wholesale, Blythe. What converts have we made ? "
" None," said Mr. Blythe. " But if we can't take
children from the gutter, Foggartism is no more."
Michael wriggled ; and Flcur said promptly : " What
never was can't be no more. Arc you coming with me to
sec the kitchens, Michael—they've been left in a filthy state.
How docs one deal with black beetles on a large scale ? "
" Get a beetle-man—sort of pied piper,, who lures them to
their fate."
Arrived on the premises of the canteen-to-be, they were
joined by Ruth La Fontaine, of Norah Curfew's e gang,' and
descended to the dark and odorous kitchen. Michael struck
a match, and found the switch. Gosh ! In the light, sur-
prised, a brown-black scuttling swarm covered the floor, the
walls, the tables. Michael had just sufficient control of his
nerves to take in the faces of those three—Fleur's shuddering

